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The  Resurrecting 


Power  in  You 


Easter 

By  Elizabeth  Searle  Lamb 


Easter  bells  ring  out 
with  a new  sound, 
vibrant  and  true. 

New  life,  new  life! 
Everywhere  we  see  it — 
in  the  warming  sun, 
in  blade  of  grass 
and  budding  flower, 
in  rush  of  stream. 

We  hear  it  in  a bird’s  call, 
in  the  insect’s  hum. 

New  life,  new  life! 

Easter  bells,  joyous, 
ring  in  the  inner  heart, 
for  now  is  the  victory. 
Easter  bells  in  glory 
ring  in  the  radiance 
of  the  soul’s  rebirth. 

New  life,  new  life! 
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Easter  in  Your  Heart: 

A Message  From  Silent  Unity 


W hen  Jesus  Christ  was  born  on  earth,  a new  way 
to  peace  was  opened  to  humanity,  and  when  Jesus 
Christ  arose  from  the  dead,  a new  way  of  life  eternal 
was  opened. 

How  great  must  have  been  the  joy  of  the  women 
at  the  tomb  when  they  realized  that  He  had  risen! 
How  rapidly  the  joy  spread  from  one  to  another  of 
His  followers  when  they  learned  about  His  Resur- 
rection. Think  of  the  increased  joy  which,  through 
the  centuries,  has  spread  from  heart  to  heart,  from 
life  to  life,  from  soul  to  soul  to  rob  death  of  its  vic- 
tory, its  finality. 

Across  the  world  today,  the  joy  of  the  Resurrec- 
tion of  Jesus  Christ  is  felt.  It  is  Easter  in  the  heart  of 
humanity,  Easter  in  your  heart.  It  is  a day  of  resur- 
rection for  humanity,  a day  of  resurrection  for  you,  a 
day  when  the  Christ  life  stirs  within  you  and  the  joy 
of  eternal  hope  and  eternal  life  is  renewed  in  your 
consciousness. 

The  meaning  Easter  holds  for  you  is  not  confined 
to  one  calendar  day  or  season  or  year.  It  is  im- 
pressed upon  you  constantly  as  the  living  Christ  is 
lifted  within  your  consciousness. 

“And  I,  when  I am  lifted  up  from  the  earth,  will 
draw  all  men  to  myself’  (Jn.  12:32). 

“I  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life;  he  who 
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believes  in  me,  though  he  die,  yet  shall  he  live,  and 
whoever  lives  and  believes  in  me  shall  never  die” 

(Jn.  11:25-26). 

It  is  always  Easter,  time  of  upliftment,  time  within 
your  heart  for  liberation  from  death;  for  Jesus  Christ, 


in  spirit  and  in  truth,  has  made  your  heart  His 
abiding  place.  Not  only  has  He  as  a Way-Shower 
given  His  life  for  you,  to  light  your  way  out  of  sin, 
sickness,  distress,  and  death,  but  He  has  given  His 
life  to  you,  that  in  Him  you  may  live  eternally. 

“As  Christ  was  raised  from  the  dead  by  the  glory 
of  the  Father,  we  too  might  walk  in  newness  of  life’’ 
(Rom.  6:4)  free  from  sickness,  free  from  death. 

“Blessed  be  the  God  and  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ!  By  his  great  mercy  we  have  been  born  anew 
to  a living  hope  through  the  resurrection  of  Jesus 
Christ  from  the  dead,  and  to  an  inheritance  which  is 
imperishable,  undefiled,  and  unfading,  kept  in 
heaven  for  you,  who  by  God’s  power  are  guarded 
through  faith  for  a salvation  ready  to  be  revealed” 

(1  Pet.  1:3-5). 

It  is  Easter  in  your  heart  today.  Today  you  are 
quickened,  even  as  the  earth  is  quickened  into  new 
life  and  beauty,  into  a new  consciousness  of  divine 
substance  and  wholeness.  You  honor  the  Christ 
within  you  by  your  perfect  healing,  by  your  inner 
abiding  holiness,  by  your  joy  in  living. 

Today  you  are  lifted  from  the  problems  that  may 
have  perplexed  and  burdened  you.  Today  you  are 
clothed  with  new  garments  of  life  and  truth  and 
righteousness.  You  are  radiant  with  the  glory  of  the 
Christ  indwelling,  and  others  are  uplifted  and  drawn 
into  the  presence  and  glory  and  power  of  the  Christ 
as  they  behold  your  radiance. 

The  Resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ  was  not  a one- 
man  victory,  for  all  who  follow  Him  are  eventually 
included  in  His  Resurrection.  His  Resurrection  is 
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not  completed  until  all  people  are  uplifted  into  the 
newness,  the  glory,  and  the  joy  of  the  Christ  life. 

Even  as  Jesus  Christ  has  a vital  part  in  the  restora- 
tion of  humankind  to  His  divine  perfection  and  His 
inheritance  of  substance,  so  you  have  a vital  part  in 
the  restorative  plan  for  all  people.  In  your  fulfill- 
ment of  the  divine  plan  of  restoration,  you  find  the 
joy  of  living  and  your  joy  enters  other  lives  to  break 
away  the  clouds  of  sadness  and  gloom. 

Today  many  hearts  are  thrilling  with  love  for  Jesus 
Christ;  many  will  be  freed  and  healed  by  the  power 
of  divine  love.  Today  will  mark  a new  beginning  of 
life  for  many,  a new  upliftment,  a new  conscious- 
ness of  eternal  life  in  Christ,  through  Christ,  and  for 
Christ. 

In  glory  of  beauty  in  the  earth,  glory  of  love  in  the 
heart,  glory  of  joy  in  the  countenance,  and  glory  of 
radiant  health  in  the  body,  Christ  resurrection  is 
seen  in  you.  It  is  Easter  in  your  heart  today. 

“I,  when  I am  lifted  up  from  the  earth,  will  draw 
all  men  to  myself.”  This  is  true  of  Jesus  Christ,  true 
of  His  presence  within  you,  true  of  you. 

By  the  resurrecting  power  of  the  faith,  love,  and 
joy  of  Jesus  Christ,  you  are  uplifted  today,  and  as 
you  are  lifted  in  Christ  today,  many  others  are  also 
lifted.  Personal  troubles  drop  away.  Healing,  for- 
giveness, and  riches  of  heaven  replace  them,  and 
the  glory  of  the  Easter  message  rests  on  all  human- 
ity. 

It  is  Easter  in  your  heart  today.  Hosts  of  heaven 
and  of  earth  rejoice  with  you.  The  Christ  is  risen! 
Hallelujah! 
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Triumphant  Easter  Day 

By  Rowena  Cheney 

With  sleet  and  snow  forgotten,  bud  and  bough 
Stir  in  their  sleep  at  last — remembering 
Their  winter  dream  of  leaf  and  blossom.  Now 
A world  awakes  to  Easter  and  the  spring. 

Once  more  the  cold  is  vanquished,  and  again 
The  chorus  of  the  age-old  song  is  sung, 

And  bird  and  brook  repeat  the  sweet  refrain: 
Life  is  eternal — earth  is  ever  young! 

The  hour  is  here — the  mystic  promise  kept. 

The  angel  speaks — the  stone  has  rolled  away; 
“He  has  become  first  fruit  of  them  that  slept . . . 
He  is  not  here!”  Triumphant  Easter  day 
Has  dawned.  The  sun  is  bright,  the  sky  is  blue, 
And  life  and  law 
and  love,  with 
one  accord, 

Bedeck  the  land 
with  beauty  and 
renew 

Our  faith  in  Him, 
the  Christ,  our 
risen  Lord. 


Resurrection! 

By  James  Dillet  Freeman 


T he  rivers  roaring  to  the  sea  return  as  rain  to 
renew  the  ever-flowing  springs.  To  the  deep  dark 
before  the  dawn,  day  never  fails  to  bring  its  living 
light.  After  the  bare-boughed  winter  come  green 
fields,  bright  woods,  fair  flowers.  From  the  torn 
chrysalis  where  the  worm  was  sleeping  soars  the 
winged  splendor  of  the  butterfly.  Out  of  the  night 
of  ignorance  and  pain,  out  of  the  winter  of  old 
hates  and  fears,  out  of  the  chrysalis  of  false  beliefs, 
rises  the  spirit  of  God  in  humankind. 

Two  thousand  years  have  passed  since  Mary 
wept  in  the  garden,  “They  have  taken  away  my 
Lord,  and  I do  not  know  where  they  have  laid  him” 
(Jn.  20:13),  and  turning  from  the  tomb,  saw  the 
man  she  took  to  be  the  gardener. 

After  two  thousand  years  the  world  in  doubt  and 
sorrow  still  echoes  Mary’s  desolate  cry.  But  Jesus 
lives  today  as  surely  as  He  lived  with  the  Twelve 
who  first  followed  Him  from  Galilee.  Only  today  He 
keeps  with  us  a mystical  communion,  and  we  need 
eyes  that  see  and  ears  that  hear  to  glimpse  His 
countenance  and  catch  His  voice. 

Had  the  man  Jesus  kept  His  human  likeness,  He 
would  have  been  but  one  man:  one  mind,  one 
heart,  one  pair  of  hands.  But  as  the  risen  Christ,  He 
lives  today  in  many  minds  and  many  hearts,  and 
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He  does  His  works  of  love  with  many  hands. 

Those  wishing  to  paint  Jesus  have  had  various 
ideas  as  to  His  appearance.  But  His  face  is  the  face 
of  humanity  itself,  for  who  has  not  at  times  put  on 
His  spirit?  He  is  even  the  least  of  them  that  love, 
even  the  smallest  in  faith  among  us.  Every  time  an 
individual  thinks  the  thoughts  of  Christ,  enters 
into  the  heart  of  Christ,  does  the  work  of  Christ,  is 
not  Christ  raised  again?  Does  He  not  rise  in  the 
flesh  then  as  truly  as  He  rose  on  the  first  Easter 
morning? 

He  is  with  you  when  you  call  Him.  He  is  with  you 
when  you  need  Him.  Call  with  a loving  thought,  an 
understanding  word,  an  act  of  faith,  and  He  who 
was  incarnate  love,  faith,  and  understanding  is 
incarnate  again,  thought  of  your  thought,  flesh  of 
your  flesh. 

In  your  inmost  heart  is  a sanctuary.  Love  will 
open  the  door  of  it.  In  your  inmost  thought  is  a 
hidden  tower.  Faith  will  lead  you  into  it.  The  Christ 
is  your  secret  sanctuary  and  your  inward  tower  of 
strength. 

The  Christ  is  the  inward  voice:  “Be  not  afraid.” 
He  is  the  faith  that,  facing  failure,  feels  the  cer- 
tainty of  ultimate  success.  He  is  the  strength  to 
bear  the  load  long  after  human  powers  have  given 
out.  He  is  the  courage  to  carry  on  long  after  human 
fears  have  given  in.  He  is  the  vision  of  the  victory 
that  fires  the  heart  to  keep  on  trying  long  after 
human  counsel  says,  “Give  up.” 

The  Christ  is  the  upward  urge.  The  Christ  is  the 
love  that  creates  a cosmos  out  of  chaos.  The  Christ 
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is  the  light  that  always  overcomes  the  dark.  The 
Christ  is  the  life  that  bursts  the  bonds  of  old  fears 
and  seeks  to  fulfill  itself  in  ever  more  joyous  and 
living  ways. 

The  Christ  is  not  far  away.  The  color  is  not  nearer 
to  the  rose  than  is  the  Christ  to  you.  As  the  light  is 
in  the  sun  and  the  leaven  in  the  loaf  and  the  tem- 
per in  the  steel,  so  is  the  Christ  in  you.  Do  you  feel 
afraid?  He  is  surer  than  your  fear.  Does  your  need 
seem  great?  He  encompasses  your  need.  Do  you 
walk  a dark  and  perilous  path?  He  is  a certain  and 
an  inward  light. 

Two  thousand  years  ago  they  hung  the  Lord 
upon  a Cross.  How  dark  then  must  the  day  have 
seemed,  how  futile  all  man’s  faith!  But  He  did  not 
stay  on  the  Cross.  He  did  not  stay  in  the  tomb.  He 
lives  today.  Turn  but  within  and  you  will  find  Him 
there. 

Oh,  you  who  come  to  Him  in  need,  take  faith  and 
know  that  the  spirit  of  God  in  humanity  is  the 
mightiest  force  in  the  world  and  the  seeds  of  life 
are  even  stronger  than  death.  Though  it  must  split 
the  rock  of  disbelief,  life  will  take  root  and  grow! 

Come  and  take  heart;  for  He  is  with  you  who  is 
life  itself,  and  joy,  and  love,  and  light,  and  certi- 
tude, and  peace,  and  help  for  pain.  You  need  never 
walk  your  way  alone.  Though  you  pass  through  the 
valley  of  the  shadow,  He  will  bring  you  out  again. 

Let  the  stone  be  rolled  away.  Let  the  light  of 
Truth  shine  in.  Let  the  earth  be  full  of  joy.  Let  the 
angels  tell  the  tidings,  “He  has  risen,  as  he  said” 

(Mt.  28:6). 
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Mountaintop 

By  Mildred  N.  Hoyer 

Step-by-step,  in  faith,  the  rocky  climb 
And  then,  at  length,  the  summit! 
Exhilaration,  yes,  but  much,  much  more: 
In  utter  cloudlessness  how  clear  the  view; 
From  here,  big  objects  seem  so  small, 

The  little  things  are  not  at  all. 

Even  so,  upon  God’s  mountain  peak 
Of  a steep  and  rocky  life  experience, 

The  rugged  climb  at  length  achieved! 
Exhilaration,  yes,  but  much,  much  more: 
Here  where  earthly  vision  clears, 

A new  perspective  soon  appears: 

From  here,  big  problems  seem  so  small, 
The  little  ones  are  not  at  all. 


Plotting  the  Resurrection 

By  Kenneth  L.  Gibble 


I n the  last  autumn  of  his  wife  Katharine’s  life,  E.  B. 
White,  the  great  storyteller  and  essayist,  watched 
her  as  she  planned  the  planting  of  bulbs  in  her 
flower  garden.  He  described  her  bedraggled  ap- 
pearance as  somewhat  comical  yet  touching:  “The 
small,  hunched-over  figure,  her  studied  absorption 
in  the  implausible  notion  that  there  would  be  yet 
another  spring,  oblivious  to  the  ending  of  her  own 
days,  which  she  knew  perfectly  well  was  near  at 
hand,  sitting  there  with  her  detailed  chart  under 
those  dark  skies  in  the  dying  October,  calmly  plot- 
ting the  resurrection.” 

“Plotting  the  resurrection” — what  a provocative 
phrase  that  is.  In  what  sense  is  it  possible  for  hu- 
man beings  to  be  the  plotters  of  resurrection?  One 
clue  to  the  meaning  of  this  phrase  comes  from  the 
Bible.  When  the  apostle  Paul  wrote  about  resurrec- 
tion, he  resorted  to  the  language  of  agriculture. 
“What  you  sow  does  not  come  to  life  unless  it  dies. 
And  what  you  sow  is  not  the  body  which  is  to  be, 
but  a bare  kernel,  perhaps  of  wheat  or  of  some 
other  grain”  (1  Cor.  15:36-37). 

It  is  almost  impossible  to  speak  of  resurrection 
without  using  the  image  of  seeds  planted  in  the 
ground.  When  Paul  made  his  attempt  to  talk  about 
the  miracle  known  as  resurrection,  he  drew  on  the 
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analogy  of  a seed  that  cannot  produce  life  until  it 
dies.  The  Cross  precedes  the  empty  tomb.  New  life 
first  requires  a dying. 

Each  year  when  springtime  arrives,  few  Chris- 
tians can  see  greening  grass  or  bursting  buds  with- 
out associating  them  with  Jesus’  triumph  of  the 
Resurrection.  The  annual  miracle  of  new  life 
springing  from  dormant,  dead-looking  bushes  and 
trees  becomes  a celebration  of  the  power  of  God, 
who  creates  and  re-creates,  who  makes  all  things 
new. 

As  you  and  I drop  seeds  into  our  garden  plots,  we 
are  plotters  indeed.  We  sow  the  seeds  in  faith  that 
they  will  sprout  and  grow.  We  know  that  we  cannot 
make  it  happen,  and  we  would  be  foolish  to  dig  up 
the  seeds  to  see  if  they  have  begun  to  sprout.  All  we 
can  do  is  plant  and  wait;  God  must  do  the  rest.  But 
how  important  is  the  planting ...  and  the  waiting! 
This  is  so  whether  what  we  plant  are  real  seeds  in 
our  backyard  gardens  or  figurative  seeds  such  as 
acts  of  kindness,  teaching  our  children  about  truth 
and  beauty,  or  any  one  of  a thousand  ways  of 
allowing  God  to  use  our  gifts  for  the  good  of  the 
earth  and  the  human  family. 

Plotting  the  resurrection  is  sowing  seeds.  But  it’s 
more  than  that. 

In  the  Crucifixion  and  Resurrection  of  Jesus,  God 
has  a secret  plan  for  life.  Resurrection  is  the  climax 
of  God’s  plan  to  overcome  death,  symbolized  by  a 
huge  stone  in  Mark’s  account  of  the  first  Easter. 
This  stone  blocked  the  entrance  to  the  tomb  in 
which  the  dead  body  of  Jesus  had  been  laid.  The 
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women  went  to  the  tomb  on  that  morning  with  no 
idea  how  they  would  anoint  the  body  of  Jesus.  They 
asked  each  other:  “Who  will  roll  away  the  stone  for 
us  from  the  door  of  the  tomb?”  (Mk.  16:3)  The 
gospel  writer  underscores  their  dilemma  by  telling 
us  that  the  stone  was  “very  large.”  The  appearance 
of  death  and  the  grave  seemed  invincible  to  the 
women,  as  they  still  do  for  us. 

This  stone  seems  very  large  indeed.  Many  de- 
spair in  the  face  of  ill  health,  loss  of  a job,  unhappi- 
ness, or  world  problems.  You  may  wonder,  who 
will  roll  away  the  stone? 

But  the  women  in  this  story  did  not  despair. 

They  did  not  stay  at  home  wringing  their  hands, 
nor  did  they  tell  themselves  it  was  no  use  to  go  to 
the  sealed-off  tomb.  They  went  with  spices  for 
anointing.  They  went  even  when  all  they  went  with 
was  a question:  who  will  roll  away  the  stone?  And 
their  going  was  their  part  in  the  plot  for  life.  They 
were  plotters  of  resurrection. 

In  the  story  of  Easter,  the  Resurrection  repre- 
sents the  turning  point,  the  climax.  With  the  empty 
tomb,  we  know  at  last  how  the  story  will  come  out. 
It’s  going  to  be  a happy  ending. 

I once  had  the  good  fortune  to  conduct  an  inter- 
view with  Madeleine  L’Engle,  a prolific  writer  of 
books  for  youth  and  adults.  Here  are  my  notes  from 
part  of  that  interview. 

Question:  In  your  books,  both  nonfiction  and 
fiction,  there  seems  always  to  be,  if  not  a happy 
ending,  then  at  least  a triumphant  ending.  Is  this 
the  way  you  intend  it? 
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Madeleine:  I do.  There  may  be  death  at  the  end  of 
my  books,  but  they  all  do  assert  that  yes,  life  is 
worth  living. 

Question:  Are  you,  in  a sense,  “stuck”  with  the 
triumphant  ending  because  of  your  faith? 

Madeleine:  Yes,  I think  we’re  stuck  with  it.  You 
either  say  God  will  succeed  or  God  will  fail.  As  long 
as  I affirm  God  is  going  to  succeed  with  creation, 
then  my  writings  must  reflect  that. 

You  may  not  be  a writer.  But  no  less  than 
Madeleine  L’Engle,  you  are  called  to  plot  the  resur- 
rection. When  you  affirm  the  power  and  love  of 
God  revealed  in  Easter,  you  affirm  that  God  is 
succeeding  with  creation.  Madeleine  L’Engle  says, 
“Then  my  writings  must  reflect  that.”  I would  say, 
“Then  your  life  must  reflect  that.”  In  what  you  do 
and  say,  you  can  demonstrate  the  joy  and  hope  of 
Easter,  not  just  when  the  story  of  your  life  is  bright 
with  laughter,  but  also  when  it  turns  dark  with 
disappointment,  loneliness,  or  sorrow. 

None  of  us  knows  the  exact  details  of  how  the 
story  will  end,  whether  it  is  the  story  of  our  own 
lives  or  the  story  of  creation.  Neither  did  The  Gos- 
pels’ writers.  But  they  knew  a turning  point  in  a 
plot  when  they  saw  one.  They  saw  it  in  a stone 
rolled  away  and  an  empty  tomb.  And  they  became, 
in  the  telling  of  the  story,  part  of  the  great  company 
of  those  who,  in  every  age,  have  joined  with  God  in 
plotting  resurrection  for  a world  that  so  often 
seems  in  the  grasp  of  death. 

What  higher  calling  exists  than  to  be  one  of  the 
plotters  of  resurrection? 
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A Sepulcher  and  a Sunrise 

By  Priscilla  May  Moore 


In  cities  and  towns,  in  villages  and  countrysides, 
thousands  of  people  will  gather  at  the  breaking  of 
dawn  for  Easter  sunrise  services.  The  young,  the 
middle-aged,  the  old,  come  together  in  remem- 
brance of  the  most  profound  event  in  the  history 
of  our  world.  In  hundreds  of  beautiful  places  of 
nature,  reverent  Christians  will  meet  to  worship, 
unmindful  of  minor  differences  in  their  beliefs. 

If  you  are  one  who  attends  an  Easter  sunrise 
service  somewhere,  what  does  it  mean  to  you?  What 
are  you  seeking  in  it?  Is  your  thought  centered  upon 
the  harrowing  and  unhappy  events  that  lead  up  to 
Easter  morning,  or  are  you  anticipating  the  events 
that  are  to  come?  Do  you  think  of  the  Cross  and  the 
sealed  tomb,  or  do  you  look  for  the  sunrise  and  the 
Resurrection?  Do  you  explore  the  spiritual  potential 
of  Easter,  realizing  that  the  same  Spirit  of  life  that 
brought  lesus  out  of  the  tomb  bids  you  to  arise  and 
walk  in  newness  of  life? 

A dark  sepulcher  or  a glorious  sunrise — both  are 
symbols  of  Easter.  Which  one  claims  your  faith  and 
thought?  Even  if  you  do  not  attend  a sunrise  service 
anywhere  this  Easter  morning,  the  question  of  what 
Easter  means  to  you  is  one  you  must  still  answer. 

There  are  sepulchers  of  the  mind  and  spirit  from 
which  everyone  must  find  release.  The  whole 
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being — mind,  heart,  body,  and  soul — has  need  of 
this  season,  the  season  of  awakening,  of  renewal,  of 
spiritual  resurgence  and  transformation.  Just  as  we 
behold  the  whole  earth  blossom  and  vibrate  with 
new  life  in  the  spring,  so  must  we  who  seek  to  be- 
hold and  understand  the  true  meaning  of  Easter  and 
its  assurance  of  resurrected  life  strive  to  follow  Jesus 
in  the  Resurrection.  Quickened  by  faith  in  eternal 
life,  girded  with  unshaken  courage,  possessed  of 
new  joy  and  spiritual  power,  we  must  go  forward  to 
meet  the  challenging  promise  of  Jesus:  “I  am  the 
light  of  the  world;  he  who  follows  me  will  not  walk 
in  darkness,  but  will  have  the  light  of  life”  (Jn.  8:12). 

If  we  choose  the  sunrise  instead  of  the  sepulcher, 
if  we  choose  the  resurrection  instead  of  the  captivity 
in  the  tomb  of  our  own  fears,  frustrations,  and 
mortal  weaknesses,  we  must  embrace  wholly  and 
joyfully  the  truth  that  life  is  eternal.  What  we  know 
of  this  earthly  life  is  but  a moment  in  eternity,  and 
the  all-encompassing,  unfailing  love  of  God  cares 
for  us  all  the  way.  Shall  we  then  ever  be  afraid  of 
either  life  or  death? 

Neither  life  nor  death  could  imprison  the  body 
and  spirit  of  Jesus  Christ.  He  was  born  a Hebrew 
and  lived  as  one,  observing  all  the  traditional  rituals 
of  cleanliness  and  holiness,  but  He  loved  Samari- 
tans and  sought  the  company  of  sinners  and  unbe- 
lievers. The  nation  He  loved  suffered  under  Roman 
tyranny,  but  He  looked  upon  Romans  as  people,  not 
as  enemies.  The  barriers  of  life  that  too  often  rise 
between  individuals  did  not  trouble  Him.  Within 
His  own  understanding  heart  and  being,  He  found 
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the  right  solution  for  all  the  experiences  of  life  and 
death. 

After  the  Crucifixion,  when  Cleopas  and  his  friend 
were  hopeless  and  downcast,  walking  along  the 
Emmaus  road,  Jesus  appeared  and  walked  beside 
them.  Though  they  did  not  know  the  “stranger,” 
their  hearts  were  curiously  warmed  by  His  presence. 
When  their  eyes  were  finally  opened  as  they  broke 
bread  together,  they  recognized  Jesus  and  their  joy 
was  so  great  that  they  hurried  the  distance  from 


Emmaus  back  to  Jerusalem  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  to  bear  the  good  news  to  the  other  disciples: 
“The  Lord  has  risen  indeed”  (Lk.  24:34). 

Yes  the  fact  of  the  Resurrection  forever  changed 
the  spiritual  life  of  humankind.  When  we  turn  from 
belief  in  the  tomb  of  mortality  to  the  shining  sunrise 
promised  in  the  certainty  of  immortality,  then  our 
own  lives  and  destinies  are  forever  changed.  Neither 
life  nor  death  can  imprison  us  when  the  joy  and 
power  of  the  Resurrection  are  active  in  us.  The 
resurrection  of  the  Christ  spirit  takes  place  in  us 
every  time  we  realize  that  life  is  eternal  and  that  we 
abide  forever  in  the  unfailing,  unending  life  of  God 
through  Jesus  Christ.  The  limiting  negative  beliefs 
that  bind  us  are  permanently  discarded  as  we  are 
lifted  in  Spirit  and  transformed  in  the  resurrection 
of  our  indwelling  Christ  self. 

Once  we  have  accepted  the  fact  of  the  Resurrec- 
tion, we  cannot  escape  the  truth  that  Jesus  Christ  is 
our  eternal  contemporary,  deeply  involved  with  us 
in  all  the  issues  of  life.  Abiding  in  our  hearts,  the 
Christ  within  is  the  answer  to  our  seeking  for  Truth. 
Where  human  need  is  greatest,  divine  care  and 
concern  are  evident.  Where  bodies  are  sick  or  bro- 
ken, a divine  healing  touch  is  present.  Where  people 
give  their  mercy  and  money,  their  service  and  self- 
lessness, their  love  and  loyalty,  the  Christ  is  giving 
through  them  gladly  and  gloriously. 

Yes  the  Christ  lives  continually  in  our  hearts  and 
is  being  resurrected  every  time  we  turn  our  faces 
from  the  sepulcher  of  negation  to  the  sunrise  of 
faith. 
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Let  us  resolve  to  make  this  Easter  mean  some- 
thing infinitely  beautiful  and  permanent  to  us  in 
terms  of  our  spiritual  unfoldment.  Easter  is  vastly 
more  than  just  another  season  of  waking  earth, 
budding  flowers,  warmer  days,  new  clothes,  and 
perfunctory  attendance  at  church.  It  is  more  than 
just  an  occasion  to  be  observed  and  appreciated  for 
its  own  sake.  We  must  feel  it  as  a deeply  spiritual 
awakening  in  which  we  sing  joyously  the  song  of  the 
angels  at  the  tomb:  “He  is  not  here;  for  he  has  risen” 
(Mt.  28:6). 

Let  us  permit  this  beautiful  Easter  to  make  us 
gratefully  aware  of  the  purpose  for  which  our  Lord 
rose  from  death;  not  only  to  demonstrate  the  fact  of 
immortality,  but  to  charge  us  with  the  knowledge  of 
the  spiritual  world  so  that  we  might  intelligently 
prepare  to  live  in  it.  We  make  this  preparation  by 
knowing  and  keeping  the  laws  by  which  He  lived, 
laws  by  which  the  Christ  spirit  can  rise  in  us  and 
quicken  in  us  a new  and  commanding  awareness  of 
divine  life  and  love,  truth  and  power. 

As  the  living  Christ  came  to  His  friends  on  that 
first  Easter  morning  bearing  the  good  news  that  life 
is  forever  triumphant  over  death,  He  comes  to  us 
now  and  continually  as  we  open  our  minds  and 
hearts  and  lives  to  the  divine  Spirit  within.  Let  us 
proclaim  to  others  by  the  radiance  and  perfection  of 
our  lives  that  we  have  discovered  the  real  meaning 
of  Easter;  Christ  lives  in  us  and  resurrects  us  daily. 

A sepulcher  and  a sunrise!  The  sepulcher  is  empty 
and  the  sunrise  glorious!  Let  us  turn  from  the  sepul- 
cher and  face  the  sunrise! 
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A Meditation  for  Easter 

By  Kay  Sweaney 


ihe  spirit  of  Easter  is  the  spirit  that  gives  meaning 
and  significance  to  my  life. 

The  mystery,  the  wonderment,  the  glory  and 
triumph  of  the  Easter  resurrection  take  place  daily 
in  me  and  in  my  life.  Resurrection  is  the  hope  that 
stirs  in  my  heart  at  the  time  of  dark  despair.  It  is  the 
joy  that  springs  forth  to  comfort  me  when  I am 
lonely  and  sad.  It  is  the  life  that  quickens  my  body 
to  newness  and  wholeness.  It  is  God  within  me! 
Because  I know  this  truth  with  my  mind  and  accept 
it  in  my  heart,  it  becomes  very  real  and  vital  to  me. 

The  same  resurrecting  power  that  enabled  lesus 
Christ  to  rise  from  the  dead  that  glorious  Easter 
morning  is  at  work  in  my  life  now.  I feel  the  power 
for  myself,  and  I rejoice  in  it,  for  the  resurrecting 
power  of  the  Christ  is  basic  to  the  good  and  progres- 
sive way  of  life.  This  resurrection  process  takes 
place  in  my  heart  when  I refuse  to  give  in  to  my 
hurtful,  spiteful,  unloving  human  self  and  catch  the 
higher  vision  of  inherent  goodness  that  is  in  the 
heart  of  all  God’s  children. 

Resurrection  takes  place  in  my  mind  every  time  I 
discipline  my  thinking  by  substituting  a hopeful 
thought  for  one  of  discouragement;  by  refusing  to 
be  disillusioned;  by  replacing  critical,  unjust 
thoughts  with  thoughts  of  love,  understanding, 
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and  forgiveness. 

Overcoming  and  resurrection  take  place  in  my 
body  when  I claim  for  myself  the  life  and  newness 
that  are  such  a vital  part  of  the  Easter  season.  When 
I turn  my  attention  from  human  weaknesses,  ill 
health,  and  physical  inharmonies,  I realize  that 
because  I am  one  with  God,  I am  also  one  with  the 
eternal  life,  strength,  and  perfection  of  God. 

The  Christ  spirit  within  me  is  raising  me  to  a new 
realization  of  my  innate  potentialities.  I arouse  the 
latent  powers  and  abilities  within  me.  I live  with 
new  energy  and  enthusiasm.  I accept  the  challenge 
of  the  Easter  season. 

I am  one  with  the  triumphant,  victorious  spirit  of 
Easter,  and  I am  a new  and  better  person. 

I am  triumphant!  I am  victorious! 
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We  Come  to  Life  at  Easter 

By  Martha  Smock 


C^an  this  be  the  tree  that  stood  black  and  bare 
against  the  winter  sky,  this  tree  of  blooms,  this 
splendid  thing?  Can  this  be  the  same  gray,  winter 
world,  this  world  before  us  now,  burgeoning  with 
beauty? 

We  marvel  at  the  return  of  spring,  and  an  inde- 
scribable feeling  of  joy  lifts  our  hearts  high  at  every 
sign  of  winter’s  end.  More  marvelous  still  is  the 
renewal  that  takes  place  in  human  minds,  hearts, 
and  lives.  This  renewal  does  not  wait  for  spring's 
return,  but  waits  only  on  faith. 

No  transformed  tree  can  compare  with  a trans- 
formed life.  No  flower  of  spring,  pushing  its  way  up 
through  the  snow  is  half  as  brave  as  a heart  learning 
to  love  again.  No  green  glade  where  violets  grow  is 
as  exquisite  as  the  forgiving  and  forgiven  spirit. 

We  look  at  our  own  lives  and  we  wonder,  “Can 
this  be  me?”  We  wonder  at  the  ways  in  which  we 
have  grown  and  view  our  lives  in  the  light  of  under- 
standing. We  see  how  relentlessly  the  spirit  of  God 
in  us  has  carried  us  forward,  sometimes  in  spite  of 
ourselves.  We  see  that  the  winters  of  our  lives  did 
not  really  ever  hold  full  sway.  Always,  underneath  it 
all,  the  renewing,  life-giving  spirit  of  God  was  at 
work. 

We  look  at  the  lives  of  others.  If  we  have  eyes  to 
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see,  ears  to  hear,  and  hearts  to  understand,  we  see 
marvelous  things.  We  see  the  spirit  of  God  in  hu- 
manity triumph  over  every  conceivable  kind  of 
limitation.  The  weak  become  strong,  the  fearful 
become  brave,  and  the  timid  become  confident.  We 
see  the  sick  become  healthy,  the  poor  become  rich, 
the  unhappy  become  contented.  The  lonely  become 
part  of  life  again,  the  bitter  become  mellow,  the 
resentful  become  understanding,  and  the  hateful 
become  kind  and  good. 

How  can  such  transformations  be?  How  can  we 
change  from  one  kind  of  person  to  another?  How 
can  our  lives  take  on  new  meaning  and  new  pat- 
terns? How  can  our  feet  find  new  paths  and  our 
hearts  new  happiness?  How  can  our  minds  find 
new  wisdom  or  new  light? 

Something  in  us  always  has  been  and  always  will 
be  part  of  the  perfect  pattern.  We  do  not  always 
know  it  as  we  learn  and  grow,  but  there  is  a spirit  in 
us  that  is  leading  us  Godward,  Christward.  The 
changes  in  our  lives,  feelings,  and  attitudes  are 
possible  because  we  are  becoming  ourselves — not 
because  we  are  changing  what  we  essentially  are. 

Something  in  every  one  of  us  knows,  with  a 
knowledge  beyond  dispute,  that  we  are  spirit,  with- 
out beginning  or  end.  “I  am  the  resurrection  and  the 
life;  he  who  believes  in  me,  though  he  die,  yet  shall 
he  live,  and  whoever  lives  and  believes  in  me  shall 
never  die”  (Jn.  11:25-26).  We  respond  to  Jesus’ 
words  because  we  know  they  are  true.  The  spirit  of 
God  in  us  says:  “This  is  true.  This  is  true  of  you.  This 
is  true  of  all.” 
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Easter  has  meaning  for  us  because  the  resurrect- 
ing spirit  of  God  is  in  us.  We  love  the  account  of  the 
triumphant  overcoming  of  Jesus  Christ  because  it  is 
our  story  too.  Here  is  the  ultimate  triumph  of  hu- 
mankind, of  life,  and  of  love.  Here  is  the  answer  to 
our  seeking  and  questioning;  here  is  the  meaning, 
the  purpose  of  life. 

If  you  have  felt  downcast  for  any  reason  or  if  your 
strength  has  seemed  to  ebb,  now  is  the  time  to 
declare  over  and  over:  I am  the  resurrection  and  the 
life.  The  very  atoms  and  cells  of  your  body  will 
respond  to  this  word.  It  will  be  as  though  light  were 
turned  on  in  the  city  of  self  that  is  you.  You  will 
know  what  Jesus  meant  when  He  said,  “I  am  the 
light  of  the  world”  (Jn.  8:12),  and  “You  are  the  light 
of  the  world”  (Mt.  5:14).  No  tree  in  spring  will  be 
more  green  and  growing  than  you.  No  soft  south 
wind  will  be  warmer  than  your  heart.  No  part  of  the 
outer  world  will  declare  the  renewal  of  life  more 
than  your  world  within! 
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Dead  Roses  Don't  Live  Here 
Anymore 

By  Sylvia  A.  Bryan 


A few  weeks  ago  I brought  a rose  to  a friend  who 
had  not  been  feeling  well.  It  is  amazing  how  a little 
gesture  like  that  can  touch  a person  and  be  so 
symbolic.  That  little  rose  brightened  his  spirits  and 
helped  him  get  in  touch  with  the  experience  of 
being  loved  and  cared  for.  A week  later  I called  to 
see  how  he  was  doing.  In  the  conversation,  he 
mentioned  that  he  still  had  the  rose  that  I had 
given  him,  but  it  was  bent  over,  wilted  and  dead.  I 
understood  his  desire  to  hold  onto  the  warm, 
loving  feelings  he  experienced  when  he  received 
the  flower,  but  he  had  not  taken  the  time  to  release 
a symbol  that  had  made  its  transition.  It  is  not  the 
symbols  that  give  us  joy  and  happiness,  but  our 
experience  of  life  unfolding  and  flowering  in  be- 
tween and  among  the  symbols. 

I started  to  feel  critical  of  him,  until  I realized 
that  his  dead  rose  only  mirrored  all  the  dead  roses 
in  my  life.  The  things  that  once  meant  so  much  to 
me — my  husband,  my  family,  my  home.  They  were 
symbols  of  being  loved  and  cared  for,  fantasies  of 
the  past  that  had  crystallized  in  my  thinking  in- 
stead of  staying  alive  and  flowering. 

The  old  images  and  definitions  need  to  be  exam- 
ined like  a bouquet  of  flowers.  Some  flowers  need 
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to  be  removed,  some  pruned  or  clipped.  “Family” 
had  to  be  redefined.  It  does  not  have  to  mean  a 
daddy,  mommy,  two  kids,  a couple  of  dogs,  and  a 
few  chickens.  A “good  mother”  is  not  necessarily 
the  lady  who  packs  lunches,  goes  on  all  the  class 
trips,  and  shows  up  to  take  the  kids  home  from 
school  before  the  bus  gets  them.  “Happiness”  is  not 
a thing  that  happens  to  you  on  the  way  to  the 
grocery  store  or  while  cooking  dinner. 

It  is  time  to  release  those  dead  roses,  the  old 
dreams  and  visions  of  yesterday.  As  new  rosebuds 
begin  to  open,  I can  enjoy  the  unfolding  process 
that  is  involved.  In  my  bouquet  of  life,  some  of  the 
new  flowering  buds  will  die  away  quickly,  others 
will  last  a little  longer,  and  still  others  are  only 
beginning  to  open  to  their  full  expression.  The  trick 
is  to  know  when  something  is  a “goner”  and  let  it 
go  quickly.  Sometimes  that  hurts,  but  the  way  to  joy 
and  freedom  is  by  keeping  our  bouquet  of 
thoughts,  symbols,  and  things  cleared  out,  fresh, 
alive,  and  blossoming. 

Thank  you,  old  symbols,  things,  thoughts,  and 
dreams  of  yesterday.  You  served  me  well.  You 
brought  life,  enthusiasm,  and  vision;  you  repre- 
sented love,  joy,  and  hope.  Now  it  is  time  for  space 
to  be  created  so  there  is  room  in  the  vase  for  the 
new  flowers  of  my  life  to  bloom  and  unfold.  I bless 
you,  thank  you,  and  release  you  to  your  highest 
good. 
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I Am  Life 

By  Doris  Hanks  Enabnit 


I am  the  voice  of  a thousand  springs; 

I am  the  song  that  April  brings; 

I am  the  urge  within  each  seed 

Seeking  earth  and  sunlight  on  which  to  feed. 


I am  the  silence  born  of  the  night 
Wafting  my  voice  to  fountains  of  light. 
I am  the  beauty  of  each  new  morn, 

I am  the  life  of 
the  soul  reborn. 


An  Easter  Story  for 
All  Seasons 

By  Leonebel  M.  Connaway 


My  mother  had  a way  with  birds — and  a slight 
tendency  toward  enthusiastic  exaggeration.  From 
her  home  in  the  hills  of  Vermont,  she  constantly 
wrote  to  me  about  the  details  of  flight  patterns, 
tenants,  and  happenings  of  the  many  birdhouses 
and  feeders  on  the  property.  Since  I lived  in  the  city, 
I was  fascinated  to  learn,  for  instance,  that  each 
March  31,  almost  to  the  hour,  the  bluebirds  had 
returned  to  the  same  house  for  fifteen  years. 

Then  she  began  writing  about  her  talking  bird, 
and  that  was  too  much.  But  the  winter  after  he 
arrived,  I visited  her  in  Vermont  and  found  it  no 
exaggerated  personalization  or  fancy.  When  I arose 
early  in  the  morning  and  went  to  the  kitchen  to 
make  coffee,  there  on  the  ledge  of  the  window  was  a 
strikingly  beautiful  male  rose-breasted  grosbeak.  He 
saw  me  and  at  once  began  to  flutter  his  wings, 
holding  a position  above  the  empty  feeder  tray. 
Then,  when  I didn’t  get  the  message,  he  opened  and 
shut  his  beak  several  times,  as  a mother  might 
communicate  “food”  to  a baby.  I was  stunned,  but 
followed  directions  and  filled  the  tray.  When  I told 
Mother  about  it  later  that  morning,  she  told  me  they 
had  another  language  together:  she  whistled  and  he 
answered.  This  bird  really  communicated  and, 
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needless  to  say,  I was  properly  chastened  for  my 
disbelief. 

That  was  about  five  years  ago,  and  she  has  kept 
me  informed  of  his  activities  ever  since:  his  family, 
his  yearly  returns,  and  the  continuous  joy  and,  yes, 
companionship  he  provides.  When  I visited  her  in 
early  spring,  he  returned  with  his  family. 

We  were  deeply  involved  in  important  business  in 
the  brief  time  I could  spend  with  her,  so  we  didn’t 
pay  much  attention  to  the  family  of  birds,  other 
than  being  glad  they  were  back.  But  the  following 
morning  I noticed  that  instead  of  flying  directly 
from  the  cherry  tree  opposite  the  feeder,  one  bird 
flew  falteringly  from  the  tree  to  a nearby  bush  and 
then  to  the  station:  he  was  graying  and  quite  weak. 
Mother  was  certain  it  was  the  same  bird.  The  next 
day  she  said,  “Leonebel,  it  was  so  strange,  my  bird 
was  in  the  lilac  bush  and  he  let  me  come  so  close  I 
almost  touched  him.”  We  went  on  with  our  work. 

She  had  one  other  feeding  station  on  the  terrace 
that  we  called  the  “grand  dining  hall.”  On  one 
occasion,  I remember  seeing  twelve  large  evening 
grosbeaks  lined  up  most  happily  on  the  sill  of  a large 
picture  window  in  the  hall  connecting  the  living 
room  with  the  front  bedrooms.  Several  days  later  we 
were  both  sitting  in  the  sun  on  the  terrace  in  front  of 
this  window.  We  were  facing  each  other  and  her 
back  was  toward  the  cherry  tree. 

Suddenly  I saw  the  bird  flying  toward  us,  and  he 
stopped  in  midair,  fluttering  his  wings  to  hold  his 
position  close  to  her  right  side. 

“Mother,”  I said,  “he’s  here;  look!”  She  quickly 
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turned,  but  he  was  exhausted  by  his  effort  and 
dropped  to  the  ground  beside  her.  My  Scottie,  who 
was  almost  fourteen  years  old,  was  sitting  under  my 
chair.  Robbie  quietly  moved  toward  the  bird,  and 
we  said,  “No!”  not  wanting  to  frighten  the  bird.  He 
remained. 

We  were  both  speechless  and  completely  fasci- 
nated by  what  had  happened.  Then  we  asked  each 
other,  “What  shall  we  do?  What  is  it  trying  to  say? 
Why  is  it  here,  waiting?” 

These  and  many  other  questions  flooded  our 
minds.  We  got  some  birdseed  and  placed  it  beside 
him.  He  would  not  eat.  Finally  I said,  “Dear,  I can’t 
believe  it,  but  I think  he  wants  you  to  pick  him  up.  I 
think  he’s  come  to  say  good-bye.” 

With  all  her  love  of  birds  and  nature,  such  a 
thought  was  too  much  for  her. 

“Oh,  I couldn’t  do  that.  We  must  let  nature  take  its 
course.” 

But  it  was  taking  its  course.  He  had  come  back  to 
her  at  this  moment  for  some  very  good  reason,  and 
we  had  to  find  out  what  it  was. 

At  that  moment  the  telephone  rang  and  Mother 
went  in  to  answer  it.  The  startled  bird  flew  to  the 
other  end  of  the  terrace  where  he  remained  on  the 
ground.  She  asked  me  a question  from  the  house 
and  I turned  to  answer  her.  As  we  were  talking, 
Robbie  was  curiously  and  gently  approaching  the 
bird.  When  I turned  back,  I was  startled  to  see  he 
was  within  a foot  of  the  bird.  It  was  too  late  to  inter- 
fere, and  I was  therefore  able  to  see  one  of  the  most 
stirring  sights  of  my  life:  Scottie  and  grosbeak, 
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nose-to-beak.  They  understood  something  we  had 
yet  to  learn. 

I had  still  been  asking,  What  does  he  want?  What 
should  I do?  And  I had  the  feeling  that  I should 
approach  him  as  well,  that  he  really  did  want  to  be 
picked  up.  He  didn’t  move  as  I came  closer.  I knelt 
down  and  put  my  hand  beside  him  on  the  ground, 
and  I almost  burst  into  tears  as,  one  by  one,  the 
claws  of  this  little,  wild  bird  closed  over  one  finger, 
as  though  he  were  tame.  He  held  on  as  I cupped  my 
hands  about  him,  asking  deeply  within  myself,  What 
do  I do  now ? while  walking  slowly  back  to  the  chair. 

The  only  thing  I could  do  with  this  moment  and 
this  bird — both  more  precious  than  anything  I could 
have  imagined — was  to  say,  “Peace,  be  still;  peace, 
be  still,”  over  and  over  again. 


I could  see  him  so  clearly:  the  feathers  extended 
as  though  he  was  cold,  his  eyes  opening  and  closing 
at  intervals,  as  though  his  consciousness  was  in 
transition.  He  sat  quietly  in  my  hands  for  a long 
time. 

Then  Mother  opened  the  screen  door.  He  was 
startled  into  flight  again,  but  flew  only  to  a window 
box  directly  behind  her  chair.  We  sat  quietly,  wait- 
ing questioningly,  yet  more  certain  than  ever  that  he 
had  come  to  say  good-bye.  Then  he  flew  down  to 
the  ground  between  our  feet.  He  was  going  to  tell  us. 

We  waited  and  watched  as  he  proceeded,  hop, 
hop,  hop,  directly  to  the  wall  beneath  the  picture 
window  ledge.  Once  again  I sensed  that  he  wanted 
me  to  pick  him  up,  and  so  I did,  putting  him  on  the 
ledge.  He  was  content.  We  put  some  birdseed  be- 
side him,  and  he  began  to  eat. 

By  this  time  Mother,  too,  was  convinced  that  he 
had  come  to  say  good-bye  and  that  he  was  dying. 
Being  a nurse,  all  her  protective  and  motherly  feel- 
ings welled  up. 

“We  must  get  him  a basket,”  she  said. 

So  I did  and  put  some  seed  and  a warm  napkin 
inside  and  placed  it  next  to  him,  but  he  made  no 
move. 

Mother  said,  “Perhaps  he  doesn’t  know  what  it  is. 
Put  him  inside.”  But  that  was  not  what  he  wanted, 
so  he  fluttered  out  of  my  hands  and  resumed  his 
former  position  on  the  ledge,  looking  through  the 
window  to  the  living  room. 

We  realized  that  he  had  arrived  at  the  point  that 
was  right  for  him,  at  the  time  that  was  right  for  him, 
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with  those  who  were  right  for  him.  And  there  was 
nothing  more  we  should  do  except — to  learn.  With  a 
great  feeling  of  wonder  and  each  with  our  own 
questions,  we  went  in  to  prepare  for  dinner,  while 
he  sat  there,  looking  in  at  the  living  room  where  for 
many  years  those  who  loved  him  had  sat  watching 
him  in  delight,  amusement,  and — ignorance. 

Frequently  during  the  night  each  of  us — trying 
not  to  let  the  other  know — got  up  to  see  that  he  was 
all  right.  The  last  time  I looked,  he  was  sitting  quietly 
with  his  head  tucked  under  his  wing,  his  feathers 
extended  to  protect  him  from  the  cold.  And  it  was 
very  cold  that  night.  Spring  had  not  yet  established 
itself,  and  this  last  wintry  night  before  it  did,  the 
temperature  dropped  to  29  degrees. 

When  I arose  at  6 a.m.,  frost  was  everywhere  and 
the  bird  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  I thought  he  had 
probably  passed  on  during  the  night,  and  I was  still 
too  dumbstruck  (then  I really  knew  what  that 
meant)  to  think  further.  I knew  that  was  what  he 
had  come  for  and  felt  there  was  a marvelous  truth  in 
the  orchestration  of  these  past  hours. 

I got  dressed  and  prepared  for  the  day.  It  was  7:30, 
and  I had  to  go  to  the  store.  So,  making  footprints  in 
the  frost,  I headed  to  the  garage.  I stopped  in  the 
road,  for  I saw  a wing  with  the  unmistakable  mark- 
ings— rose,  white,  and  black  tinged  with  gray — of 
the  grosbeak. 

A cat!  I thought  in  horror,  as  I picked  it  up. 

At  the  same  time  there  was  a definite  unworded 
knowing,  which  later  was  expressed  in  the  words, 
“Are  not  two  sparrows  sold  for  a penny?  And  not 
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one  of  them  will  fall  to  the  ground  without  your 
Father’s  will”  (Mt.  10:29). 

But  at  that  moment  the  knowing  brought  the 
realization  that  it  was  a kinder  thing  that  had  hap- 
pened. Freezing  is  a slow  and  painful  experience.  He 
was  saved  from  that  by  something  that  was  also  a 
process  of  love,  if  I could  but  see  it.  I placed  the  wing 
in  the  bushes  as  other  questions  rushed  into  my 
mind:  Should  I tell  Mother  or  leave  her  with  the 
beauty  of  the  previous  day?  How  could  I communi- 
cate, through  the  shock,  what  was  only  dimly  felt? 
But  I realized  that  this  was  part  of  an  experience  for 
her  too.  I must  tell  her  the  truth.  So  I did  with  the 
awareness  that  the  real  answers  were  beginning  to 
take  form  for  both  of  us. 

The  year  of  the  bird  was  1973.  My  father  had 
passed  on  in  1970.  He  had  asked  that  his  ashes  be 
thrown  in  the  stream  that  ran  alongside  our  house.  I 
did  that  in  March  1970.  In  1971  my  dearest  and 
closest  friend  passed  on  and  I carried  out  her  own 
similar  wishes.  Human  emotions  sometimes  ob- 
scure the  deepest  reaches  of  faith  and  leave  painful 
and  unresolved  feelings  and  questions  that  must  at 
some  time  be  answered. 

Part  of  the  work  my  mother  and  I had  to  accom- 
plish together  dealt  with  the  distribution  of  the 
estate,  paintings  and  memorabilia  my  father  had 
left  and  the  disposition  involved  in  her  own  will.  She 
briefly  mentioned  her  own  passing:  she  had  some 
unanswered  questions.  We  both  left  the  answers  to 
a greater  wisdom. 

Slowly,  I recalled  these  things  later  in  the 
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morning,  sitting  on  the  terrace  in  the  sunshine,  and 
gradually  some  answers  fell  into  place.  “Fear  not, 
therefore;  you  are  of  more  value  than  many 
sparrows”  (Mt.  10:31).  Today,  and  probably  for  the 
rest  of  my  life,  I am  still  learning  the  message  of  the 
talking  bird. 

There  is  a unity  of  love  and  Truth.  Truth  is 
sometimes  hard  to  learn  as  we  must  face  and  then 
proceed  beyond  our  own  misconceptions  of  “facts” 
to  that  union  which  reveals  the  real  truth. 

Death  is  a changing  of  form.  In  the  animal 
kingdom,  this  change  takes  place  according  to  a 
harmonious  natural  law  in  the  process  of  which 
kindness  and  love  take  part.  We  are  seeing  this  with 
increasing  clarity  in  all  that  surrounds  us  and  from 
what  science  is  beginning  to  discover:  that  plants 
have  an  anesthesia  in  consciousness  when  they 
sense  danger;  animals  do  too.  Man  is  only  begin- 
ning to  reawaken  to  the  knowledge  of  the  protective, 
loving  consciousness  that  is  life.  We  have  blinded 
ourselves  by  fear,  interference,  and  egoistic  grief. 

Jesus  came  to  teach  us  that  God  is  love  and  to 
demonstrate  that  there  is  no  real  death.  God  has 
given  us  the  power  to  make  this  transition  in 
consciousness.  Elijah  translated  the  elements  of  the 
physical  body  into  the  elements  from  which  it  came. 
John  translated.  They  demonstrated  the  real  facts  of 
existence.  We  can  only  start  from  where  we  are  by 
working  to  overcome  fear  and  the  false  interpreta- 
tions it  projects.  For  the  principle  of  harmony  is  the 
agent  for  the  action  of  love  and  truth  in  all  dimen- 
sions of  life. 
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In  You — Today! 

By  Mary  H.  Stovin 

El  xpect  a miracle  this  Easter!  Expect  the 
miracle  of  resurrection! 

The  miracle  of  resurrection  is  taking  place  in 
you  right  now,  this  very  moment.  “He  has 
risen”  (Mk.  16:6)  is  the  clarion  call  that  awak- 
ens you  to  this  tremendous  happening  in  your 
consciousness. 

“He  has  risen.”  As  you  read  these  words,  feel 
the  quickening  of  the  spiritual  idea  they  repre- 
sent— the  idea  of  eternal  life,  eternal  love, 
eternal  joy. 

Let  the  miracle  take  place!  Let  the  resur- 
rected Christ  in  your  own  soul  lift  your 
thoughts  and  feelings,  your  words  and  actions. 
Let  this  wonder-working  power  illumine  your 
mind,  renew  your  body,  harmonize  your  emo- 
tions, prosper  your  life.  Then  let  it  radiate 
through  you  to  bless  others. 

This  is  the  message  of  Easter:  “He  has  risen” 
in  you  today! 


Lilies  and  Life 

By  James  Dillet  Freeman 


“Think  of  the  lilies,”  Jesus  said. 
They  seem  to  die,  but  are  not  dead 
And  rise  from  the  entombing  earth 
In  glorious  garments  of  rebirth. 


The  lily  of  His  love,  likewise, 

Though  we  entomb  it,  yet  will  rise 
Through  our  encumbering  bars  and  bring 
Us  to  a glorious  blossoming. 
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The  Christ  Ascending: 

A Message  From  Silent  Unity 


1 he  Christ  presence  lives  within  you  and  surrounds 
you;  the  Christ  is  ascending  in  you,  and  you  are  as- 
cending in  the  Christ. 

Only  by  ascending  into  the  Christ  consciousness  of 
divine  love  and  life  can  you  fully  know  the  unending, 
unfailing  life  and  love  of  God. 

Every  moment  you  spend  in  prayer  and  communion 
with  God,  every  moment  you  spend  in  willing,  loving 
service,  every  moment  your  thoughts  are  lifted 
Godward  (thoughts  that  are  constructive,  understand- 
ing, and  joyous  are  lifted  Godward),  you  are  ascending 
in  the  Christ. 

When  you  sense  new  freedom  and  a new  purpose  in 
your  life,  when  you  feel  new  healing  within  you  and 
comforting,  forgiving  love  flowing  through  you,  the 
Christ  is  ascending  in  you.  Blessed  are  you! 

“Who  shall  ascend  the  hill  of  the  Lord? 

And  who  shall  stand  in  his  holy  place? 

He  who  has  clean  hands  and  a pure  heart, 
who  does  not  lift  up  his  soul  to  what  is  false, 
and  does  not  swear  deceitfully. 

He  will  receive  blessing  from  the  Lord, 

and  vindication  from  the  God  of  his  salvation. 

— Psalms  24:3-5 

Truly,  Jesus  Christ  ascended  the  hill  of  the  Lord,  and 
He  stands  in  the  holy  of  holies  within  your  heart. 
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Every  word  related  to  the  life  of  Jesus  Christ  is  related 
to  you  and  your  life  because,  after  His  ascension,  He 
came  in  spirit  to  abide  within  you.  Through  Him  you, 
too,  may  ascend  to  your  right  place  as  a child  of  God. 

No  need  is  beneath  the  notice  of  the  Christ;  nothing 
is  beyond  the  reach  of  the  Christ’s  forgiving,  under- 
standing love;  no  one  is  beyond  the  restoration  of  the 
Christ’s  redeeming  grace.  The  Christ  ascending  in  one 
soul  lifts  all  people  closer  to  God. 

Jesus  Christ  lived  on  earth  and  did  all  His  mighty 
works  for  your  sake.  He  was  crucified,  buried,  and 
resurrected  for  your  sake.  He  ascended  into  heaven  for 
your  sake,  and  He  has  come  to  live  in  you  that  you 
might  successfully  meet  all  life’s  earthly  experiences 

and  ascend  through 
them  to  the  whole- 
ness, freedom,  and 
peace  that  are  God’s 
plan  for  all  people 
everywhere. 

The  work  of  Jesus 
Christ  never  ceases. 
He  is  working  today 
to  restore  each 
person  in  the  glori- 
ous freedom,  joy, 
and  peace  of  chil- 
dren of  God.  The 
Christ,  ever  merciful 
and  triumphant, 
now  ascends  in  your 
soul. 
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